they took It in turns to drill the punishment parade, which formed
up -with the guard, for an hour after the duties had marched off.

This was really too much. Though he had hitherto been
stunned almost Into insensibility by the repeated blows that had
befallen him in such a short space of time, he was now seized with
a darting panic. They had no right to put all this load on him.
Somehow, he must wriggle out. He must do something. He must
see someone ... the Jerk ... the Hound. ... He %vould sooner
go absent and lose his stripes than . . .

"Corporal Roule! Corporal Roule I33 Sergeant Catcham bounced
into the room, and took in the situation at a glance.

"I fluffed you'd be here. It takes the corporal for a casual day,
does it? Right. You don't want Mm for ten minutes or so, do you?"
he enquired of Sergeant Swingham, glancing with understanding
at the books in Martin's hands as one sergeant to another.

Sergeant Swingham shook his head warily.

"Right. You can spare him to look after the squad while I see
the C.S.M. about this conference."

CHAPTER XVI

HTj Corporal Roule! Get them outside," said Sergeant
Catcham briskly.

Speechless, Martin stared at him, his eyes full of mute appeal.
Here was the dreaded moment.

"Well? What is it? It's time they were out already. The officer
will be down at the lecture room at five to two. March them
down. Well? What is it?"

"Oh, nothing/' stammered Martin,

"Right. Fm just going to the stores. I'll be back in two minutes*
I want to see everybody on parade by the time I'm back. If
anybody's missing it, put him in the book."

Martin remembered how he had once stood in front of a
dentist's door, toying with the knocker, thinking it the worst
moment of his life. Oh happy days! How sheltered he was then!
He entered the barrack-room. Two rows of sprawling bodies met
his gaze, as he knew they would; two rows of carefree guardsmen
resting serenely in the knowledge that others bore the respon-
sibility and they only waited. A band bellowed on the radio.

123